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The names of thePlgjets 


Deflinie, A age Parſon. 

Deſire, The Vice. s 
Tom Tyler, A labouring Man. Fe. 
Strife, Tom Tyters Wife. TY 
Sturdie, A Goſſip. 8 
Typple, An Ale- wife. 
Tom Tay ler, An Artificer. 1 
Fatience, A lage PM... 


be * 


IRE PROLOGUE.  ,. 
Y dutie firſt in humble wiſe fulflPd; . 
| I humbly come, as humbly as Lam wild. 
Jo repreſent, and eke to make report, 
That after me you ſhall hear merrie ſport. , 
To make you joy and laugh at merrie toyes, * 
I mean a play ſet out by prettie boyes. 
Whereto we craye your ſilence and good will 
To take it well: although he wanted skill 
That made the ſame ſo perfectly to write, 
As his good will wonld further and it might, 
The effect whereof it boots not to recite, 
For preſently yee ſhall have it in fight. 
Nor in my head ſuch cunning doth conſiſt, 
They ſhall themſelves declare it as they ft. 
But my good will I promiſed them to do, 
Which was to come before to pray of you, 
- To make them room, and ſilence as you may, 
Which being done, they ſhall come in to play. 


Here entreth in Deſtimie and Deſire. 


» Rep:eſenfthe part that men repozt, 
Co be a plague to men in many a ſozt. 
Deſtinie.J am, which as pour P2overbs go, 
n wedding oz hanging am taken fo2 a fo, 
here as indeed the truth is nothing ſo. 
Be it well oz ill as all things hap in ine, 
The pzaiſe oꝛ dilpzaiſe ought not to be mine. 
Deſire. am glad I met you, 
Deſtinie. Whither jet pou ? 
Deſire. AI jet JI tell pou true, fo ſeek and ſee pou, 
To tell pou ſuch newes, as I cannot chuſe. 
Deſtinie. J pꝛap peu what is that? 
Deſire. Sirra know you not Tom Tyler pour man? 
Deſtinie. Ves Parry: what than: 
Deſire. Me made ſute to me, his ir tend toz to be 
To get him a wife, to lead a good life. . 
And ſo I conſented, and was _ contented, . . 
| 1 | 


To 


Co help him to woo, with all J could do. 
And married he is. 
Deſtinie. But what fo2 all this # 
- Deſire. Marry that ſhall you know, his wife is a how, x 
Aud A hear tell, we doth not uſe him well. 
Wohecefoze he ſpeaks ſhame of thee and my name- 
Deſtinie. It you ſo framed, to have your name blamed, 
Oz your deeds be noughtie, what am J kault ie⸗ 
A know no cauſe why; 
Delire. No moze do 1. 
I did my good will, and though be ſped ill, 
JF carenot a Flie. 
Deſtime. Let them two trie. 
They match as they can, the wife and good man, 
In wealth oz in wo, as matters do go. 
And let us not mind, their lot to unbind, 
But rather kozget them, 
Deſire. Marry ſo let them. 
Foꝛ as foz my part, though it long to my Art 
Mens hearts to inflame, their kancte to frame 
When they have obtained, A am not conffrained 
To do any moze. 
Deſtinie. Content thee therefoze, 
And let thy heart reſt, fo2 ſo it is belt. 
And let us away, as fait as we mar. 
Foz fear ho come to you, 
Deſire. Parry have with you. Here Gerbe 901 in. 


Tom Tyler commeth in ſinging. 


The Proverb reporteth, no man can deny, 
That wedding and hanging is deſtiny, 
A Song. T Ama pooz Tyler in fimple aray, 
And get a poo? living, but eight pence a day, 
Py Wife as I get it, doth ſpend it away; 
And J cannot help it, ſhe ſaith ; wot ye why, 
Foz wedding and hanging is delliny. 
I thought when J wed her, ſhe had been a ſheep, 
At boo2d to bo kriendlp, to fleep when I Hp. 
She loves lo unkindlp, che makes me to weep ; But 


Tem Tyler and his Wife. 


But J dare ſay nothing god wot, wot pe whp 7 
Foz wedding and) hang ing is deſtiny. 
Beſides this unkindnefſe whereof my grief grows, 
I think few Tylers are matcht with ſuch ſbꝛows; 
Bekoze ſhe leaves bzawling, ſhe falls to deal blows 
Which early and late doth cauſe me cry, 
That wedding and hanging ts deſtiny, 
The mo2e that I pleaſe her, the wozſe ſhe doth like me, 
The moze I fozbear ber, the mo2e ſhe doth ſtrike me, 
Che moze- that J get her the moze ſhe doth glike me; 
Mo wotth this ill Fo2tune that maketh me crie 
That wedding and hanging is deffinie. 
It J had been hanged when J had been married, 
My tozments had ended, though J had miſcarrted ; 
If J had been warned, then wonld J have tarried; 
But now all to lately I feel and crie, 
That wedding and hanging is deſtinte. 
The ſong ended, Tom Tyler ſpeaketh 
T. Tiler. ou ſee with what kaſhion J plead my paſs tons; 
By marrying of Strife, which J choſe to my wire, 
To leade ſuch a life, with ſozrow and grief, 
As tell pou true, is to bad fo2 a Jew. 
Ohe hath ſuch skill, to do what ſhe will, 
To goſſipand foſwill, when I fare but ill. 
IJ muſt wo2k ſoze, JA muſt get ſome moze, 
I maſft till ſend tt, and ſhe will ſt ill ſpend it, 
I p2ap God amend it, but ſhe doth not intend tt. 
What ſhonld I ſay, bat high me away, 
And do my wozk duly, where ich am paid truly # 
Foz if mp wife come, up goeth my bomme, 
And ſhe ſhould come hither, and we met together, 
I know we hall fight, and eke ſcratch and bite. 
I therefoze will go hie me, and to my wo2k plie me, 
As faſt as I can. 
Here Tom Tyler goeth in, and his wife cometh out. 
Strife. Alaſſe ſilly man; 
TY hat a husband have I, as light as a te: 
A leap and J skip, 4 carry the whip, 
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And J bear the bell; At he pleaſe me not well, 
I will take him by the pole, by cocks p2ectous ſoul 
I will make him to foil, when J laugh and ſmile; 
I will fare of the be, J will Cit and take reſt, 
And make him fo find all things to my mind. 
And pet ſharp as the wind, J will uſe him unkind, 
And fain my ſelf ſick; there is no ſuch trick, 
To dolt with a Daw, and keep him in awe. 
will teach him to know the way to Dunmoe. 
At boꝛd and at bed, J will crack the knaves head, 
If he look but aw2y, oz caſt a theeps eye: 
So ſhall I be ſare, to keep him in ure, 
To ſerve like a knave, and live like a ſlave. 
And in the mean ſeaſon, I wilt have my own reaſon ; 
And no man to controle me, to pil oz to pole me, 
Which I love of life. 
Sturdie. God ſpeed goſſip Strife. Sturdie entreth. 
Strife. Well met Goodwife Sturdie, both wotcom and 
And ever I thank pe. wozthie 
Sturdie. I pzay pou go pꝛank ye, 
Pe are dew old huddle 
Strife. The Pigs in the puddle. 
But now welcome indeed, and ye be agzeed, 
Let us have ſome chat. 
Sturdie. Marry whp naf - 
Foz J am come hither, to goſſip together, 
Foz J dzank not to day. 
Strife. Do J hear ſay. 
But I tell pou true, I thought not of pou, 
Pet the ale-wife of the Swan, is filling the Can, 
UW ith ſpice that is fine, and part hall be thine, 
If that thou wilt tarrie. 1 
Sturdie. Why, yes by aint Mary; 


Elſe were I a fool. Here entreth I ipple, with 
Tip. Parrie here is good rule. pot in her hand, and a piece 
A ſight of good gueſſe. F Bacon. l: 


Strife. Never a one leſſe, noww T ipple is come. 


Tipple. And here is good bum, A dare boldly ſay, 
Sturdie, 


Sturdie, Why had not I ſome of this tother day - 
Tipple. Pake mach af it now, and glad that ye may. 
Come, where ſhall we fit ? and here is a bit 
Dfa Gammonof Bacon. 
Strife, Mell ſaid by Laron, 
Sit down even here, and fall to it there: 
J would it were better fo pe; 
As long lives a merry heart as a ſozrie. 
T ipple. Where is Tom Tiler now, where is he - 
Strife. What careſt thou where a dolt ſhould be. 
And where is pour good man ? 
Tipple. Fozſooth nought at home, he is ab2od foz pence. 
Sturdie, Well, I had need fo go hence, 
Leaf my good man do miſſe me. : 
Strife. I would teach him John come kiſſe me, 
If the dolt were mine, 
Sturdie. Alas are you ſo fing ! | 
Would God in all your chere, Tom Tiler ſaw pou here; 
Strife. What and if he did - 
Tipple. Marrie God fozbid.the houſe would be too hot, 
Strife. Mow by this pewter pot, 
And by this dzink J will dzink now, 
God knows what I think now. 
Sturdie. What think you Goſſ{p Strife? 
Strife. J had rather then mp lite, 
Py husband would come hither, 
That we might busk together, 
Pe ſhould ſee how J could tame him. 
Tipple. Alas, and could pe blame him, 
If that he were diſpleaſed - 
Strife. Me Wall be ſoon appeaſed, 
It either he gaſpeth oz glometh. Tom Tiler 
Sturdie. By gods blew hood he cometh, cometh in. 
Away, by the Paſſe away, he will us all elſe rar. 
Tom. Theſe ſummer dales be ver is Ne. 
Strife. Pea, that is a devil a lie. 
A knave, what doſt thou here - - 


Tom. Ich ſhould have a pot of beer, 4 go to wozk Hufe 
Tris. 


Srrite. ea rnave, ſhall honeft men 
Go hire thee by the dap, and thou ſhalt go away, 
To loyter to and fro? J will teach thee koz to know 
How faſt the houtes go. One, two, and thzee. 
T. Tiler. & p2ap thee let be. . Sbe beateth binr, 
Strife. Four, five and ſix; Lo2d, that J had ſome ticks, 
3 would clapper claw thy bones, 
To make you tell your Kones, 
The wozſer While J know you; 
T. Tiler. Good Wife J beſhzew vou; 
I pꝛap you leave tumbling. 
Strife. Pea knave are you mumbling # 
Hence ye knave hence, bzing me home pence, 
Aloze ye go to bed, 02 J will bzeak pour kuaves head, 
Till the blood go about. 
T. Tiler. Now our L02d keepue out, Tow 73/7 goeth out. 
From this wicked wife. 
Sturdie. Why, how now Strife? here is prettie rule; 
Strife, Mold your peace fool, it is no news fo me; 
Let this talk be, and fall to pour chere. | 
Tipple. Here is good beer, quatt and be merrie. 
Strife. J am half wearte with chiding alreadie. 
Sturdie. Keep you? bzains ſteddie, 
And fall fo your dzinking. 
7ipple. Nap fall to ſinging, and let us go dance. 
Strife. By mp froth thance, and let us begin, 
Riſe up goſſips, and J will bzing you in. 


E” Here they ſing, 


Tom Tiler, Tum Tiler, - 
More morter for Tom Tiler. 
© many as watch themſelves with ſ<zowes, %% 
May hap to carrie away the blowes, ½¼½ eb 29:5 H. 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. | 
As many a Tpde both cbs and flowes, 
Do many a migsfo2tune comes and goes, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 


Though 


Tipple g::þ Though Tilersclime the honſe to tile, 

this ftaffe, They muff come down another white, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler, 

Though many a one do ſeem to ſmile, 

TWhen Geele do wink they mean ſome gile, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler, + 

Sturdie ſingeth Though Jom be ſtout, and Tom be ſtrong, 

this (taffe, Though Tom be large, and Tom be long, 
Tom Tiler, Tom Tiler. 

Tom hath a wife will take no w2ong, 

But teach her Lom another ſong. Here they end ſinging, 
Tom Tier, Tom Tler, and Tipple f peaketi:, 


Tipple. Alas pooz Tom, his Cake is dow. 
Sturdie. Pe map ſ what it is to miet with a chꝛow. 
And now we have ſong this merry fit, 
Let us now leave goſſiping yet,  _ 
Strife. Hold pour peace foles, pe have no wit 
F{ll in and ſparo not, [will in, J care not. 
This dꝛink is ipſe, to make us all tipſe. 
And now goſſip Srurdie, if I may be ſo wozthie> 
Malk this J dzink to you. | | 
Sturdie. The headache will ting you, J fear me anon, 
Theretoꝛe let us be gone, A heartily pzay vou. 
Strife. Tipple, What ſay you, will you dꝛink no mo2e? 
Tipple. J have tippled ſoze I pꝛomiſe you plain, 
Pet once and no moꝛe, have at pou again. 
Strife. Yo, pꝛap God, ho. 
Sturdie. So, So, So, Do. 
Here they ſing again. 


Another Song. 


The Mill a, the Mill a, 
So merily goes the mery mill a. 


LV us ſip, and let it lip. 
And go which wap it will a. 
2 5 Let 


Ret us trip, and let us skip, 
And let us dzink our fill a, 
Take the cup, and dzink all up, 
Give mo the can to fill a: 
E very ſup, and eberp cup, 
Hold here, and my god wilt a. 
Goſſip mine, and Gollip thine, 
Now let us Golſip ſtill a: 
Pere is god wine, this Me is fine, 
Now dzink ok which pow will a; 
Round about, till all be out, 
J p2ay you let us Iwill a: 
This jelly gront, is jellp and ſtout; 
I pꝛay you ſtout it ſtill a. 

Let us laugh, and let us quatt, 
God dzinkers think none ill a.: 
Here is pour bag, here is pour-ſfaffe, 

Be packing to the mill a. 


Here they end ſinging, and Tipple ſpeaketh fir ſt. 


Tipple. So merily goes the merie mill a: 
Hold, here is my can. 
Sturdie. Nap J beſh;zow my hart than, 
I muff depart, therefoze adew, 
Strife. Then tarrie and take us all with vou. 


Come Gofkips, come. Here they go all in, and 
Tom Tiler cometh out; 
T.Tiler, J ama tiler as youſ&, a ſimple man of my de» 


(græ, 

Vet many have nerd of me, to k@p them clean and dzie; 
And ſpecially in the Summer time 

To pin their tiles, and make their lime, 
And tile their honſes to k&ep out rain, 
Being well rewarded foz my pain. 
And where J wozk by week oz dap, 
I truly earn it and they truly pay ; 

J would defre no better life ; 
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Except that God would change my wife. 
It the were gone, and J were fre , 
What tiler then were line to mee 
Foz hodvſoever I travel, ſbe uſes me like a Javel, 
And goeth from houſe to houle, as dꝛunk as a monſe ; 
Giving and granting, checking and taunting, 
Ezagging and vaunting, flouting and flaunting. 
And when 1 come home, te makes me a mome: 
And cuts mp comb, like a hop on my thomb, 
With contrary biting too dear of reciting. 
But this is the end, if I could get a friend 
Some council to give me, you would not believe me 
Pow glad J would be. Enter Tem Tayler. 
T. Tailer. The wiſer man he, Tom. Tiler how now 2 
T.Tiler. Tom Tayler, how doſt thou ? 
Tayler. After the oldſozt, in mirth and jolly ſpozt, 
T apler-like I tell you. 
T. Tyler. Ah firra I ſmell you. 
Pou have your hearts eaſe, to do what you pleaſe, 
But I have heard tell, that you have the hell. 
Tayler. Marr ie that is well. But what If I have # 
T. Tiler. Pay not I crave one friendly god turn, 
While the fire doth burn, to put my wife to ſuch ill fare? 
Tayler. In faith J do not care, 
But what meaneſt thou by this 2 
T. Tiler. To live in ſome bl iſſe, and be rid of my wife. 
Tayler. Why are you at ſtrife, what ts the cauſe # 
T. Tiler. When I come in her clawes, 
She guides me fo2 ever; but help me now oz never, 
As I told the bekoze, 
Pat her in hell, and I care foz no moze. 
Tayler. Whpfwlih knave, what hell Gould I have ? 
Mith a wild evil am Ja Devil? 
Thou art out of thy wit. f 
T. Tiler. No bum kay not pet though am vert with a 


(fit 
Oka liberal wife, that will 0 my liſe. 
2 
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And thou be no devil, take it not evil ; 

Foz I heard tell, that thou halt a hell. 

And J have a Wife, ſo devilich in kertke, 

Which cannot do well, and therekoze mieter foz hell, 
Then here to remain. 

Tayler. If the matter be ſo plain; 

Then what wilt thon lap, if J find the wap 

By woꝛds to infreat her, and after to beat her 
If ſhe will not be ruled. 

T. Tiler. She is to well ſcholed with to many ſhꝛowes 
To receive any blowes, never think ſo. 

Tayler. If the be ſuch a ſhꝛow, ſomthing at her thzotww, 
Stand to if folifh calf, J will be thy half, 

What will ſhe fight e 

T. Tiler. Bea her ſtugers be very light 
And that do J find, her checks be ſo unkind, 

Alwayes aud ever, ſhe is pleaſed never, 

Mut fuming and freating, buffeting and beating; 

Ok this my lilly coſtard. 
Tayler. A hoozſon doſt ard. And what doſt thou than ⸗ 
T. Tiler. Like a poop man, | 

Deſiring her gently to let me live quietly. - 

Tayler. No w ol mine honeſt ie I like ther tho better. 

And wouldeft thou let her⸗ 

T.Tiler. Pea, and ſo would you, J tell you true, 

Af pon were in mp cafe. 

Tayler. Nay then by Gods grace, 

J will p2ove by pour leave, if ſhe can me deceive 
p any ſach ſoꝛt, ye hall ſ& a god ſpozt. 

Put off thy coat and all thy apparel ; ” 

And fo2 thy quarrel J will make ſped, 

And put on thy werd, come on and unray the. 
T.Tiler. And what now I p2ap the. I 
Tayler. Come give me the ref, 

I. Tiler. I wene pou vo jeff. What mean pou by this 

Tayler. No harm ſir J wis. 

Now get me a cudgel, this is wondzous well, 
Now am well armed if now A be harmed, F 


Tom Tyler and his Wife. 'S; 


Imap chance fo beguile her, fo beating Tom Tiler ; 
Now Thomas my friend, this is the end; 
Pou ſay your wife will fight, her fingers be ſo light; 
Af the have ſuch delight, 2 will conjure the ſprite, 
It Ge tome ner, while J tarrie here. 
Zherefo2e ſtand by, and when thou heareſt me crie, 
Come help me to cheer me. 

T.Tiler. Nap J muſt not come ner the, Here Tom Tile 
Be certain of that. go:th in a while, 

Tayler. Well if you will not, make no moze debating. 

Strife, Ve Knave are pe p2ating ? Enter Strife. 
When you ſhould bs at wozk, do you loiter and lurk ? 
Take that foz your labour. 

Tayler. Nay faith by rour favour J will pay you again, 
There is foz me to requite your pain. 

Strife. Bea Knave are pou friking - 

Tayler. Bea whoze,are ye gaœking e 

Strife. In faith ye Knave J will cool pou. 

Tayler. In faith ye whoze A will rule pon. 

Strife. Yea Knaveare ye ſo freſh - 

Tayler. Mes whooze J will plague your fle ch. 

Strife. And J will diſpleaſe th& a little better; 

Tayler. And in faith A will not die thy debter. 
Wow now, how like you your match: 

Strife. As A did ever, even like a Patch. 
Ah Knave. wilt thou ſtrike thy wife 2 

Tayler. Pea marrie, I love this gear alife. 

Strife, Yold thy hand, and thou be a man. 

Tayler. Kkngl down and ask me fo2giveneſs then. 

Strife. Ah whoozſon nave mp bones is ſo2e. 

Tayler. Ah unhappie whoze ; do fo then no moze. 

Strife. J pꝛay the be ill, thou ſhalt have thy will. 
A will do ſo no moꝛe, J am ſo2rie therefo2e. 
Iwill never moze ſtzike, n02 p2oſer the like, 
Alas I am killed, 

Tayler. Nap thou art ilwilled as thou haſt w £5. 
| er. 
But 
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But trouble me never, J adviſe the again. 
Foz J will bꝛain the then. 
Now p2aiſe at thy parting. 
Strife. Wo worth overwharting that over 1 knew, 
J am beaten fo blew, and my gall is all burſt. 
I thought at the firſt he had been a'dolt, 
But I bzidled a Colt ot a contrarie hare, 
Soure ſauce is now my chear. 


Therekoze J will away, foz J net noyght by this lap; 3 


And get me to bed, and d2efſe up my head. 

Jam ſo ſoze beaten with blowes, He fireth in. 
Tayler. It is hard matching with chꝛowes. 

A ſe well enough the Damſel was tough, 

And loth foz to bend. Wut I think in the end 

made her to bow. But where is Tom now - 

That he may know how all matters do tand. 
T. Tiler enters. T. Tiler. Here fir at hand. Bow now 


(Tom Tayler? 

Tayler. Much ado to quail her. 
But J beleeve my gtrds do her grieve, 
A dare be bold, che longs not to ſcold, 
Noz uſe her old ſpozt, in ſuch devilifhfort ; 

T. Tiler. I pap th& why fo 7 

Tayler. I have made her ſo wo, fo black and ſo blew, 
I have changed her hew and made her to bend; 
That to her lives end ſhe will never offend 
In wozd noz in ded. Therekoze now take herd 
She ſtrike the no mo2e. 

T,Tiler. Ich will froke the therefore ; 

And Tom God a merey. 

Tayler. She loked arffe verffe at her firſt coming in, 
And ſo did begin with ſowzing of ſhowes, 
And fell to fair blowes. © 
But then IJ behide me, and ſhe never ſpide me; 
What J was J am ſure. Therefoze get ther to her; 
And get ther to bed, whatſoever is ſatd. 
And care not a ſtraw, fo thou halt her in awe. 


She 


| 8 (e's „ aawy a 2 
Sho is ſo well beaten; ſhe dare not once thzeaten, 

Noz give the any ill woꝛd at bed and at boy, 

But grunting and groning, thon ſalt find her mon ing 


Her ptteous caſe witha:ſaint Johns face, 
J warrant well painted; fo2 & ſtroke till Gefainted, 
And paid her fo2 all ever, 
Till The ſaid ſhe'wonld:never be churlich again. 
T.Tiler. Let me alone with my damſel then; 
And tf J be able, without. any fable 
I will quit ther. 
Tayler. If ſhe croſſebite the, 
ence feztheverms:e, beſwinge her therefoze, 
nd keep her up ſho2t, from all her old ſpozt. 
And ſhe will not be ruled, let her be co led. 
T. Tiler. But J dare ſan, ſhe will think of this dap. 
All her life long. 
Tayler. Shall we have then a god ſong, 
Foz jop of this gle betwirt her and tha 
T.Tiler. By my tzoth if you will, A chall Culfil 
As much as J can. | 
* Tayler. Let us ſing than 
The tying of the Pare, that went out ot ſquare. 
T. Tiler. By my troth any pou dare, go to begin. 
Here they ſing. 
Tie, tie, tie the mare, tie, 
Leſt ſhe ſtray from thee amay; 
Tie the mare Tomboy, 


Tom Tiler fingeth. 
Om might be merr ie, and well might fare, 


. But foz the halter ing of his Pare, 
Which is ſo wicked to fling and flie, 


Gotie the mare Tomboy, tie the mare, tie, 


Tom Tailer ſingeth. 


Blame not Thomas it Tom be ſick. 
Pis mare doth pꝛaunce, his mare doth kick; 


She 


She ſno2tfs and holds her head ſo hie, 


Go tie the mare Tomboy, tte the mare, 1ie, 


» * w* 


Tom Tiler ſingeth. 


If Tom trie hayt, oʒ Tom crie hoe, 
His mare will ſtraight give Tom a bloe. 
Where the doth bait, Tom chall abie. 


Go tie thy mare Tomboy, tie the mare, tie. 
Tom Tayler ſingeth. 


Tom if thy mare do make ſuch ſpozt, 
Igive ther councel to kep her ſho2t. 
If ſhe be colfiſh, make her to rie. 


Go tie the mare Tomboy, tie the mare, tie, 
Here they end ſinging, and Tom Tayler firſt ſpeaketh. 


Tayler. Mell now to pour charge, 
Let her run no moze at large. 
But now ſhe is ſe well framed, 
If ſhe do fl you muſt be blamed, 
Theretoze take hod hed. 
T. Tiler. Yes that J will ind&d. 
And I thank you foz pour pain, 
As Jam bound J tell pou plain. 
Tayler. Well Thomas fare you well, Tom Tajlsr go. 
Till you come where J dodwell. eth in. 
T. Tiler. Ah firra this is trim, that my wife is coold 


( by him, 
A marvel how ſhe fok the matter; | 
And how ſhe will lok when J come at her; 
And whether the be well oz ſick; K 
Fo2 mp part I doe not ſtick oy. 
To do mp dutie as J ought, = 
Yet will J ne ver die fo2 thought, 155 
J Will go hie me home. Tom Tyler goeth wind f | 
| Here entereth Sturdie and Tipple. 
Sturdie. Farewell gad honeſk mome. 
4 , ot <p Tipple | 


— 


2 | 
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Tipple, Bow like thou this match 
M ouldſt thou have thought the Patch 
Would have beat his wite ſo black and blew ſrom top to 


(toe 


3 


Being ſuch a ſimple fool? 
ipple. Weltke be hath learned in a new ſchol 
hereat I cannot chuſe but laffe, 


The fill Sow eateth up all the dꝛaffe. 
Beware of ſuch wily Pies. 


Sturdie, - But he, an the be witſe, 
GR ill ſeek ſome way to rok him. 


Tipple. At is to late to bzeak him, if now he get the 


| : (bet ter. 
Sturdie. It ſhe can do fo, let her; | 

I dare be bold to ſay. ſhe will do what ſhe may. 

Lo here the cometh cre&ping, 

Alas fo2 wo and weping, Enter Szrife fair and 

The truth vill now Appear. ſoftly, | wailing and 
Strife. Alas and well away. e 
Strife. Yow ll have J been uſed, my bones by fo 

zuſed. 


y fleth is plagued vilp, and my head is woundey hily. 
y arms be back and blew, and all my ſides be new. 
Sturdie. Though all thts be with you Goſſip, diſcom⸗ 
| | (fot never. 
Tipple., He watched ye once fo ever. 
But truſt his hands no moze. 
Strife. Alas J am ſo ſoze, 
I can neither land noꝛ ſit. but am beſide my wit; 
And ue ver well apaid, till that J map be laid 
To eaſe me on my bed. ä 
Sturdie. Bind this about your head, \ 
And hardly lay you down, we muſt into the town ; 
And after that, ſurely then we will come to pou again; 
And J p2ap you be of god cher. 
Tipple. J am ſozrie to ſ& pou here 
In ſuch unhappie caſe, but take _ heart of m : 
| No 
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God Gollip A pꝛap you, 

Strife. Alas neighbours, J tap y ou 
From your buſtneſe perhaps, but I will fake a nap, 
Ik J can where I lie. | | 

Sturdie. Then we will ſ& pon again by and by. 


Sturdie and Tipple goeth out, and Tom Tiler cometh in. 


T. Tiler. J heard ſay my wite is abominable ſick, 

Indeed (he was beat with an unhappie Tick, 

Gods, look where ſhe lies, cloſe with her eyes, 
| That is well ſaid J wili get me to bed, 
| And lap me hard by her, and yet not too nie her, 

| For feare J awake her, a good yeare take her, 
For uſing me ſo, 

Strife. Dat alas, O, O, 
My bones, my bones, fall in peeces at ones, 
Alas, alas, J die. O husband, husband why, 
MN hy have you done ſo? J was never your foe, 
So much as you make we, and ſo you may take me, 
Ik I have pou offended, it ſhall be amended. 

4 Alas wherefore Could pe beate me a ſo ſoare ? 
1 T, Tyler. Peu would be ill never, but _ me, 
| ever, 

. And Gaffip at will, when J mufX work ſt ill. 

ö And take ill your pleaſnre, and braul without meaſare 

And now you may ſes, as the old ſayings bee, 

God ſendetb now, ſho2t hoznes to a curſt Cow, 
I tome home merrily, when you ſit verely 
L ow2ing and pouting, knawing and lowting. 
| And J was pour noddy, as mnch as no body. 


Strife. Alas what than, you being a man, 
Should beare with my folly, and you being holly, 
Might councel me, tho not beating me ſo, 

I thought J only find, vou loving and kinde, 
And not of this minde. 

For us to war foes, for ſuch crewel'blowes, 

I tell pou platine, I married my bane, 


When 
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When J married thee, as tar ag I ſee. 
T. Tiler, Wife I am ſozrte, this ill, is befalne re. 
But I tell vou true, the tault was in pou. 
For till this day, J dare boldlie ſap, 
J never did proffer (5 wo an offer ; 
"<rrife I bew ſuch fi 
erite, I VEW2Em Ur "II" | 
— 1 8 p Arth pour tibs 
0, . — *o +5 
T. Tiler, This rage and this ruffe 
Need not to bs, wile if pe love me, 
Let us agree, in love and amitie, 
Itake God to nn javge, that over thi ging 
a od fo my ju 7 ever. gi e, 
Should happen to ba, between you and me. 
Strife. Alas, A may mone A might have been woone 
With half theſe ſkrokes, but cur ſtueſſe pꝛovokes 
Kind hearts to difſever, and hatred foz ever 
Polt commonly growss, by dealing of blowes. 
ZLherefoze blame not me, it I cannot love pe; 
While we two have life. 
IT. Tiler. Bp my halydome Wife ; 
Wecaufs pou ſay ſo, nom ſhall.ye know 
If yon will cantent pon; that J do lament you. 
Foz I will tell you true, When I ſaw you 
Ever bzawling and fighting, and ever croſſebiting, 
Which made me fill wo, that you Qould thus do; 
At laſt hereafter, I complaind the matter 
To Tom Tayler my Pafter, whe taking a waſfer 
Did put on mp coat, ſſuce ye will needs know it; 
And ſo being diſguiſed, he interp2iſed 
To come in my ſteed and having my werd 
Pou pleading your paſſion after the old fathion ; 
Thinking it was JI, ſtroke him by and by, _ 
Then Craight did he in dot me. 
Currie your bones, as he ſaid foz the nones. 
To make pou obey., 


C 2 | Strife, 


The pils and the por, and the potſon in box 
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Strife. Is it even ſo as pon ſay e 


Gods id you Knave, did you ſend ſuch a ſlave 


To revenge your quarrel in your apparel ? 
Thon ſh alt abide as dearlie as J. 
I thought by this place, thou had not the face "i 
To beat me lo ſoze. Habe at the once moze. 
A now war freſh co plague a Knaves fleſh 
That hath ſo plagued me, foz everie blow th. 
Be ſurs J will yay vou, till you do as JI would have pou. 
Ah whoꝛeſon Dolt thou whozfon ſubtle Colt; 
Son of an Oxe, how like you your knocks? 


Conſume ſuch a Knave, and bring him to grave. 
The Crowes and the Pies, and the verie fleth flies 
Deſire to plague the. In faith J will p)agne th&. 
T. Tiler. O wife, wife, I pꝛap the ſave-mp life. 
You hurt me ever, A hurted you never, 
Foz Gods ſako content thee. 0 
Strife. Nay thou ſhalt repent the, 
That ever Jom Tayler, that Ruff ian and railer 
Was ſet to beat me; he had better he had eat me: 
I hope foz to find ſome toſſer ſo kind 
To currie that Knave, foz the old gradge I have, 
As no J do the : there is one moze foz me. 
Antel down on your knee, yon hoddte dodder; 
I will make Hu to op though peu ſet cock on hop 
Foz joy of Tom Tayler, that he could beguile her. 
Take that fo2 her ſake, ſome mirth foz to make, 


LL ike an aſle as pou be. 
T.Tiler. Why ſhould pou ſtr ike me 
Foz another mans fault e : 
Strife, Becauſe thon art naught, Enter Sturdie 
And he a vile Anave. and Tipple. 


Sturdie. Mhat more can pe have ? 
Enongh is enough, as god as a feat. 
Stri e. Be chall bear me one tutk yet moze like a beat. 
Tipple. Goſſip content thæ, and ſtrike him * 1 

„I uer. 
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T. Tiler. All the wozld wonders upon her therefoze, 
Sturdie. Awap neighboux Thomas ont of her ſight. 
T. Tiler. Alas ſhe hath almoft kild me out right. 

I will rather die then ſee her again. Goin T. Tiler. 
Strife. J pzomiſeyou, I have a great loſſe then, 

How like ye now this laſt overthwarting e 

It is an old ſaying, p2aiſe at the parting. 

I think I have made the Cullion to wzing. 

F was not beaten ſo black and blew, 

But J am ſure he has as many new. 

My heart is well eaſed. and J have my wiſh, 

This chafing hath made me as whole as a fich. 

And now A dars boldly be merfie again. 

Sturdie. By ſaint Pary you are the happier then. 

Dy neighbour and J, might hap to abie, 

If we ſhould ſo do, as he ſuffereth you ; 

But me commend pon. 

Strife. I can now intend you, 

To laugh and to quatt, and lag down my ffatff, 

To dance 02 to ſing. - | | 
Tipple. There were noſuch thing,after this madne's. 
Sturdie. And ye lay it in ſadneſs, 

Let us ſet in, on a merrte pin. 

The ſtoꝛie of the ſtrife, between Tom and his wife, 

As well as we can. | 
Strife. Shall J begin then to let you both in? 

Foz I can beſt do it. 

Sturdie. Now A pꝛap thee go to it. 


Here they ſing. 


Hey derie, hoe derie, hey derie dan, 
The Tylers wife of our Town, 
Huth beaten her good man. 


A Song. 
Om Tiler was a frifeler, 
And fain would have the skill 
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To p2aciſe with Tom Tayler, 
To beak his Mibes will. 

Tom Tajler got the vido2ie, 
Till Tzlers Wife did know, 

It was a point of ſubtiltie; 
Theu Tom was beat foz wo, 


Thomas Tilers Wife ſaid evermo2e 


AF will fall merrie make, 
And never truſt a man no moze 

F02 Thomas Taylers ſake: 
But if Tom 7:ler give a ſtroke, 

Perhaps if he be out, 


He ſhall then have his coftard bzoke, 


Till blood go round about. 


Though ſome be ſheep, yet ſome be ſh2owes, 


Let them be fools that luft : 


Tom Tilers wife will take no blows, 


No mo2e then needs ſhe muſe. 
If Tom be wiſe, he will beware, 

Beloꝛe he make big match, 
To do no further then he dare, 

oz fear he pꝛovbe a Patch. 


Strife. Goſſips, godlige fo2 this mrer ie ſong; 
P2ay God we may long keep ſuch merr ie glee. 


Sturdie. Pe marrie ſay we, 


Here they end 
ſinging. 


God grant all wives, to lead the like lives 


That you do now. 


Tipple. I know not how that may come to paſſe, 
But by the Paſſe god handling doth much. 


Strife. Foz a fair touch mp will ſhall not want. 


Sturdie. TMould God J could plant, 
My eye: lids in ſuch loꝛt to make ſych.a fpo2t, 
And live fo at eaſe, to do what I pleaſe. 


Tipple. Alwaies the Seas 


Be not like mild, but wanton and wild 


Sometime moꝛe higher, then need Gall require; 
So may theſhap be with you and withme. 


Strife, 
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Strife. Let all this be, foz we will agzee, 
And let ns away, fo2 J dare ſap, 
Tom Tiler is gone to make his mone, 
After theſe ſtrokes, like a wiſe Coaks; 
But all is one. e 
Sturdie. Come let us be gone it is time fo2 to go. 
Tipple. I think it be ſo; come on, have with pon. 


Here they go in, and Tem Thle/, Tom Tiler, and Deſt nie enter. 


T. Tiler. If Deſtinie dzibe pooz Tom ſoz to live. 
oz ever in ſfrife with ſuch an ill wife ; | 
Then Tom map complain,no moze to remain 
Here on the earth, but rather wiſh death. 

Fo? this is too bad. | 
Tayler. Why, how now my lad, what news with thee 2 
T.Tiler. In faith as ye ſee. 

After the old kachion, pleading on paſſion 
If Fo2ztune will it, J mutt fulfil it. 

If Deſtinie ſap it, J cannot deny it. 
Deſtinie. Noz J cannot ſtay it. 

Soꝛ when thou waſt bozn, thy luck was fo2lozn. 

Therekoꝛe content thee, and never repent thee. 
IT. Tayler. I cannot lament thee. 

Fo? J am ſure yon know, I charmed your ſh2ow, 

With ſach cruel blowes, by the faith that now goes 

I thought ſhe would die 
T. Tiler. Then happie were J. 

Tayler. And a god cauſe whp, 

But you may now go ſoꝛ bacon to Dunmo. 

T. Tiler. Pet kain would J know, of Deſtinie now; 

Mob long and how mp life ſhall it paſſe. 

Tayler. Why fol ich aſſe, that were but a follte . 

Foz he is te hollie to tell any news. 

Deſtinie. J do not aſe, to tell oze 5 ſtrike, 

J ſuddenly gleek, oe men be aware. 

Tayler. Then J can declare if J lok in thy hand, 

Pow thy foztune will ſtand. Mold tozth thy fil. 


Tiler. 


* 
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T. Tiler. Mere, do what pe liſt. 
Tayler. By my troth J wilt it, and have not milk it. 
He ſtriketh bun on the cheek. : 
By the ſign that here goes, pon are bozn to take blowes, 
Tarrie, let me lok again. 
Tom Tyler. Nay bzihzew my heart then. 
Tayler. Agke Deſtinie hereby, and J make a lie. 
Deſtinie. No, pou do not indeed. 
T. Tyler. &hen 3 will change my weed, 
And tyle it no more. if my chance be ſo ſore, 
As you two doe make it. 
Deſtiny. We do not miſtake if, 
Whereof be you bold, and this hope you may hold, 
If pour fortune bee to hang on a tree, 
Five foot from the ground, ye ſhall never be drownd. 
Do if you be bo2ne, to hold with the horne, 
How ſoever your wife jet if, you cannot let it. 
And tf you leade an ill life, by chante of your wife, 
Take this for verity, all is but your deſt iny. 
And though your deedes pꝛove naught, 
Pet am A not infaalt. 
T. Tiler. Then let me be taught, how to efchew, 
Such dangers as you, enforce to a man. 
Deſtiny. Pea, but who can inftruct you thereon ? 
Fo? all is no moze then J have ſaid befoze. 
But howſoever it be, learn this of me, 
If you take it not ill, but with a good will, 
It ſhall-never grieve vou. 
Tayler. No faith, I believe yon, 
That is even all. Me that loves thzall, 
It were pittie he ſhould lack it. 
T. Tyler. Then J mult pack it 
Between the coat and the skin, 
As my foztune hath been ever pet in mp life, 
Since Jam married with Strite, 
Map god hap, will, hap god, hap evil; 
Even hap as hap map. 
Tayler. 
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Tayler. What is a wiſe way. | 
Never let at thy heart, thy wives churlich part, 
That ſhe ſets at her heel, ſuch ſozrows to teel. 

It would grieve.any Saint. Enter Strife* 

Strife. Take a penſil, and paint your wazds in a table, 
That the foole map be able to know what to doe. 

Deſteny. Mere is one comes to woa, 

By the Palle J will not tary. Defteny goct h in. 

Strife. I wewld it were mus kadine for pe, 

Ta ſtand prating withknaves. 
Tayler. Mark how che raves, ſhe longyes for a whip. 
Strife. Pg laith good man blabberlip. 
Pou pricklouſe knave pon have you nothing to do 
At home with pour lbreds ? a pꝛaper ol wiſe heads 
A promiſe you pou have. But pcs; doltich knave, 
Come home, 02 J will fetch you. 

Tayler. Now a halter tretch you. 

And them that ſent yon. Fite: Pati. ice. 
Pacience. Good friendes, J pꝛay you content you. 
Whence cometh this rife, I p2ay thee good wie ! 
Be pacient fo2 all. 

Strife. And ſhall the knave bꝛaul 
And make diſcozd to be, betweene my husband and me. 

Pacience. Whp ſo? are yon he | | 
That ſetteth debate, and diſpoſed to p2ate ? 

J pꝛap pou be ſtill. : 
Tayler, Marry with a good will. 
As God tall ſave me, A did behave me 
As well as might bee, as theſe folkes did ſco. 
T ill this gigiſh dame, into this place came 
But ſhe is too too bad. 
Patience. And à count him mad, 
That fo2 any fit, will compare his wit, 
And with a fooliſh woman to wander, 
He is as wiſe. as a Gander. 
Pou are too much to hlame, and you to foz ame, 


Leave pour old canker, and let your (heet ankcer | 
D Be 
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Be alwapes fo hold, where I pactence am bold 
It things hap aw2y, to fall ont dy and hy, 
It doth not agree, though Defteny be 
Unfriendly to ſome, as he hits all that come, 
In wealth and in wo, J am fare you know, | 
There would be no ftrife, bet weene man and Wife | 
And thus mp tale endes, J would have you all iriends | 
And J would have Tom tayler to be no rapler, | 
Noz Torn tyler to chide, which J cannot ahive. | 
Nox his wife for to ſbew, any prankes of a Grew. 
T. Tyler. Ich would god it were ſo, for J bid the wo. 
Ich with it lo my part, even with all my heart. 
For howſoever it goes, J beare the bloweg, 
Ca Hich I tell pou I like not. 
Tayler. Though I chivt, JI ffrikenot, 
Pour Paſterſhip doth ſee. 
Strife. A beſhzew his knaves heart, that laſt Croke me. 
Patience. Well once againe let this fooliſhneſs be. 
And as] told you, ſo J pray yon hold vou, 
For I will not away, till A ſet fach a tap, 
To make you gree friendly, that now chafe unkindly, 
Come on Strike I finde, your charliſh kinde. 


- — . — —— 


Bou mul needes bridle, if it be poſſible, - 


For els it were vaine, fo take any paine. 
Take Tom by the fiff, and let me fee him kift; 
Strife. If Patience intreat me, 
I will though Tom beate me, 
T. Tyler. Mell wife, I thanke pon. 
Patience. Nay Whither away prank you ? 
Tom Tayler alſo, ſhall pot kiſserepon go, 
And ſee you be friends. ; 
Strife. J would he had kift both the endes. 
Tayler. Nap, there a hoate coale 
Patience. Now ſee this wilde Foale. 
Be quiet I pꝛay pon, for therefoze A ffay pore. 
And Defteny to thee, thon maſt alle agree, 
As well as the reit. Enter Deſteny 
Deſteny 
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Deſtenie. I think it ſobeft. 


Be you agreed all⸗ 
All ſpeak. We ave, and we ſhall. 
Patience. Then take hands, and take chance, 


And J will lead the dance. 


Come ſing alter me, and lok we agree. 


Here they ſing this Song. 


A Song. 


tience enfreateth good fellows all, | 
Where Folly beateth to bzeak their bzawll, , 
Whero wills be wilfall, and Foztune thzaill, 

A patient party perſwadeth all, 


Mhough Strife be furdy to move debate, 
As ſome unwoꝛthy have done of late. 
And he that woz\t map the candel carry, 
If Pattence pzay'thee, de never varry. 


If froward Fo2tune hap ſo aw2ie, 
To make thee marrp by Defenſe, 
If fits unkindly do mobe thy mood, 
Take all things pattentip, both ill and good. 


Patience perfozce if thou endure, 
It will be better thou mapeſt be ſure, 
In wealth oz wo, howſoever it ends, 
Whereſoeverpe go, be patient Friends. 


Now fpeak altoge- 
ther, except Pati · 


The end of this Song. 


Here they all go in, and one comerh our, and ſingeth this Song 
tollowing all alone with inſtruments, and all the reſt withe 
in ſing between every ſtaffe, the firſt two lines, 
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The concluding gong. 
hen ſorromet be great, and bap amy, 
Let Reaſon intreat thee pattently; 


A Song. 


Hough pinching be a p2tivie pain, 
To want deſire that is but vain. 
Though ſome be curſt, and lome be kind 
Subdue the wo2ſt with -patient mind, 


Who ſits ſo hie, who ſits ſo low ? 

M ho feels (ach joy, that feels no wo? 

When bale is bad, good boot is ny 
Take all adventures patiently. 


To marrtie a ſheep, to marrie a ſh20w, 

To met with a friend; to met with a foe, 
Theſe checks of chance can no man flie, 
nie that rules the skie. 


God ſave the Queen. 
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